CHAPTER XI
LINKING UP THE  PAST WITH THE  PRESENT
January, 1937
I AM writing this last chapter in the train on my
way back to London from Larnington, Scotland,
where I have been spending the week-end with
my uncle, Lord Lamington. During this visit the
memories of my childhood were more vividly recalled
than on any of the previous ones ; the reason being,
no doubt, that in writing these memoirs lately the
events and incidents of long ago were being strongly
revived.
As I walked through the " Glen " and past the
" Burn/' I saw myself again as a small child in a
white-embroidered frock and big brown holland
pinafore, running along the paths, singing and
laughing, with fun and glee.
My grandfather, the late Lord Lamington, had had
the lovely idea of asking each important guest and
each member of our family to plant a small fir tree
near the Glen. There are but a few small trees now,
the greater number are full-grown. Some, alas,
are the only living memory of very dear ones who
have passed into the Great Beyond !
Disraeli's tree is at the very beginning of the
Glen; he planted it in 1873. Mine is also among
the grown-ups now.